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and saw her face, downward turned and smiling, glow
above him. By a succession of matches they lighted their
climb until Julie, her fingers wrapped about an iron ring,
said: "This is my room/' and daylight reappeared.
A screen standing across the door had to be moved be-
fore they could enter the bedroom. When they were within,
it was replaced and the door bolted. Lewis saw a room
that closely resembled the library below, having embrasures
in the same position and a like fireplace, at the back of
which—though it was itself used for ordinary fires—the
vent-pipe from the library stove was visible. But the circular
form of the bedroom was broken. An inner segment had
been cut off by a partition which, though it did not rise to
the vaulted ceiling, stood two or three feet higher than the
canopy of the bed. In the partition was an open door and
opposite it another which gave access to the landing.
They went at once into the inner room and Julie shut
the two doors. Here was a second and smaller chimney-
place, evidently cut in recent years, where unkindled logs
lay upon a heap of white ashes. The room was no more
than a slice off the circle of the tower; a small bureau, a
grand piano and a clavichord set upon a low table occupied
the greater part of its floor-space. There was no window.
Daylight came only over the partition from the distant em-
brasures, and if Julie, when she played, had needed a score,
it would soon have been necessary to use her lamp. But
the music was in her mind; all that she played was deeply
familiar to her until, when the Earl of Salisbury's solemn
dance was ended, Lewis asked if there were anything of
Byrd's that might be said to have, in music, a mystical
quality corresponding to the poetry of Vaughan. Julie
looked at her fragile clavichord upon which traces of elabo-
rate painting still lingered. The poets, she answered, cauld
develop their own instrument. The musicians were limited
by theirs. Besides, Byrd died when Vaughan was in his
cradle. "But there's a little Miserere that might do," she
added. "Listen	" But her memory faltered, and while
she was looking for the Miserere, of which, she said, she
had a manuscript copy, Lewis lighted a sconce on the wall

